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= T . “* way dxd you not tell mef" P ——

ASTRAY.

Afar in the west the suu went down
1u & shimmering mist of golden rain,

As the grumbling berd swept o'er the crown
Of & grassy mound on the mm plain

A thousand wild-eyod, savage 5
Spurred by the vells of 8 suvage train,

That swong the lash they had learned to

dreud
With cruck-Uke shots, and maddening pala.

“Round ‘em up, Dick!” and & low-browed
naun
On a borse foum-tecked, and with rapid
wmut,
Flew like a hawk with wings sslant
At the mutivous break In the foremost
van
Then stopped achast. By a prairie spring,
From ribbon-grass and piteher plant
Plaiting a giriish crown and riug,
Bat the child of o wandering emigrant.

Right in the track of a thundering herdl
With pound eyves staring ut the sight,
Bevond thw reawch of warniog word,
Her lip squiver with affiright.
Right in the track of fliuty foet,
Hard as the owner of the ranch,
Hoer hair entwined with flowers to mosd
Iwsth s faee boneath that avalaoche,

Men did not speak in jost of Thek
“Hod Dick,”’ though halr aod beard were

ETHY
A son of the West with trigeer quick,
Al ut eands an oddly winning way

Black wore the taled they mlicht have told,
Those devil s-akds in his buckskin ety
OF what gne man, in his th o<t for gold,

Had dope since be as a child had Koelt,

Had he n heart? Rut yesterday
A lnugh of scorn would have answorsd that
To-day—God found it so they mi‘.
. In that race with Death by the Rio Platte.
Ovor the monnd the horssman spod,
cker than fash of & mountain eat,
Tiii he reached the bollivwing torrent’s hoad,
And the air sung shrill with his iariat

Heavena! "Twas closa. The snaky noose
Cireled ber waist as the mad horse passed
*Mid a roar like a eyclons broken loose,
As the herd crasbed down st the lasso's
cast.

The crown she had made was deep in earth
Ere she was a rod from the rivalot's fow;
Her scarf oo a bull's horn reached Fort

Worth,
n'lé:’ the girl swung safe from the saddle
w.

And IHek? From the nooge to his own strong

arm
He shified the child with a cheering nod,
Ax he found that the mite bad met no harm
In her sudden tight from the § e sod.
And a thrill shot through his own wild heart
That filled with a fecling so sweet and odd,
That it sevned from his old life milos qln:rt_
“"'5:‘.‘:';‘: child, looking up, sskod: “ls you
—John Preston True, in Congregationalist.
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CALLED BACK.

A Well-Told Story of Continunous
and Absorbing Interest.

BY AUCGH CONWAL
CHAPTER XV.—CONTINUED.

To-morrow I would tell her all. I
would tell her how strangely our lives
became linked. 1 would plead for her
love more passionately than ever man
yet pleaded. 1 would prove to her how
innocently I had fallen into Ceneri's
echemes— how free from blame ] was
in wedding her whilst her mental state
was such that she waz unable to refuse
consent. All this she should learn, and

then I would hear my doom from her
Yips.

I would urge no ples based npon my
legal right to my wife. So far as I
could make her she should be free
Nothing should bind her to me except
love. If she had none to givemel
would tear myself from her, and at her
wish see if steps could not be taken to
annul the marriage—but whether she
elected to remain my wife in name, to
become my wife in reality, or to sever
every tie, her future life,” with or with-
out her knowledge, should be my care.
By this time to-morrow my fate should
be known.

Having settled this [ shounld have re-
tired to rest: but I was in no mood for
sleep.  Again and again I recalled her
last words and commenced one of those
weighings of hopes and fears which
always means seif-torture. Wiy, if
Pauline had guessed the truth, had she
not asked me about it? How could she
spend  hour after hour with me,
knowing she was my wife, yet not
knowing how she became so? Would
her wonds admit of the interpretation
that she dreaded what she had to learn?
Did she wish for freedom and continual
forgetfulness? So, on and on until I
mide myself quite miserable.

Many a man on the eve of learning
whether his love is to be accepted or
rejected has been racked as T was that
night. but surely no lover save myself
ever lived who was to receive the mo-
mentous answer from the lips of &
woman who was already his wife.

The hour was late when I returned
from my solitary walk. 1 passed Pso-
Yine's window, and si.\mling le‘lx up
at it I wondered if she, too, were lying
awake and thinking and deciding ut
our future lives. Ah, well, to-morrow
would put us both out of suspense.

The night being =till and warm her
window was open at the top. Before 1
turned away a fancy seized me. I
picked a rose from a bush in the gar-
den and managed to toss it ulmugh the
open sash. She might find it in the
morning and guessing from whom it
came mirht wear it. It would be a
good omen.

The bind shivered as the rosebud
struck it; then, fearing discovery, I
turned and fled.

The morning broke fair. 1 rose with
bope in my heart and scouted the fears
of the niziit. At the earliest moment I
could hope to find her I started in
gearch of Panline. She had just gone
out. | ascertained in which way, and
followed her.

1 found her walking slowly, with her
head bent. She greeted me with her
wsual quict sweetlness, and we walked
on =ide by side. 1 looked in vain for
nw rose; and was fain to comfort my-
pclf by thinking it must have fallen
where she could not see it. Neverthe-
bess, I was troubled.

And there was worse in store for me.
Her hands, ungloved and with the
fingers interlaced, were carried in front
of her. 1 was walking on her left side,
and I saw that the band nearest me
wus denuded of its rings. The golden
circlet which had shone antil now like
& bescon of hope, had disappeared. My
beart sank. The meaning was only too
clear: when coupled with her words of
last night, who could fail to understand

pP Although she knew hersell to be
my wife she wished to throw the yoke
aside. Pauline loved me not—the truth
which was gradually creeping from the
misty past would bring her sorrow—
pow that she remembered, she wished
to forget. The rings were cast aside to
show me, if possible, without words,
that she was not to be my wife.

How could I speak now? The answeer
had been given before the question had
been put. ) .

She saw me looking at that little
white hand of hers, but simply dropped
her lashes and said nothing. No doubt
she wished me to spare her the pain of
sn explanation. If | could nerve my-
self to it, perhaps the best thing \_i'u'l.l'ltl
be to leave her as speedily as possible—
leave her to return no more.

Moody and despondent as Ifelt at
the discovery just made, it was not
long before [ found a great change in
Pauline’s manner. She was not the
same. Something had come between
us, something which entirely dispelled
the old friendly intercourse; changin
it into littde more than conventiony
]m:i RS, Shyness and L‘ﬂ!‘l-ll‘!-inl.
now mude themselves manifest in E\'l“r}‘
word and aetion — perhaps, in mine
also. We spent the duy together as

asusl, byt the companionship must have
been irksome to both, so greatly was
its footing changed for the worse. That
might I went to bed wretched. The
prize
enatched

I had striven for seemed to be
awsy just as I had hoped to

Siate O ings nNo lon . A usuuam, 1
whose sharp eves saw that something
was amiss, pestered me beyond endur-
ance; and spoke her mind so roundly
that I be, to suspect she had already
executed her threat of telling Pauline ’

everything; and I felt inclined to at-
tribute my failure to the old woman's
officiousness in making & premature
revelation. All might have gone well
had 1 been given another week ora
fortnight to win my wife's heart. 1 be-
gan 1o believe that she was gmwinﬁ' |
1lnhl]'u)'; that my presence troubled |
her. 2

ot that she evinced any wish
to avoid we; indeed, she came so surely
at my beek and call as to suggest a
shadow of the obedience she had always |

iven during those days upon which
f now dreaded to dwell. But 1 felt
she would be happicr and more at ease
in my absence. 5o 1 resolved to depart.

1 could not go without explaining
some things to her. 1 need not pain |
her by alluding to our relationship, but
I must inform her that she was not the
heiress she believed. I must tell her
ghe had plenty to live upon without say-
ing that I, her husband, would supp[y
it When this was arranged, farewell
forever!

Assoon asl had finished my pre-
tense at a breakfast, I walked across to
the house where Pauline lodged. As
yet she knew nothing of my purpose. 1
held her hand rather longer than usual,
and by a desperate effort forced words
to my lips.

=1 am come to say good-bye. I go to
London to-day."

She answered not a word, but [ felt
her hand tremble in my own. Hereyes
1 could not see.

“Yes, 1 have loitered here long
enough,” 1 ocontinued, attempting to
spesk easily; “‘a great many things call
me to town.""

Pauline was not looking in the best ol
health this morning. Her cheek was
paler than it had been since my arrival.
She looked languid and depressed.
Donbtless my presence had worried her.
Poor girl. she would soon be relieved of
that!

Seeing that I pansed for her to speak
she found her voice, but even that
secmed to have lost some of its freshness
and tone

“When do you go?"" was all that she
said. Not a word about my return!

“By the mid-day coach. I have still
some hours left. Asit is the last time,
nhnl‘l we walk to the Clearing togeth-
er?

“Do you wish it?"

«If you have no objection. Besides,
I want to speak to yon about yourself—
about business matters,” I added, to
show that she need not fear the inter-
view.

*I will come,” she said, quitting the
room hurriedly.

I waited. Presently Priscilla ap-
peared. She was looking daggers at
me—undeserved, at least from her.
Her voice was harsh and raspy, bring-
ing back to my mind a familiar sound
of early childhood, when 1 had com-
mitted some petty crime which excited
her ire.

«Miss Pauline begs you will walk on
and not wait for her.  She will join you
at the Clearing presently.”

I took my hat and prepared to do as
commanded. Priscilla had said noth-
ing which showed she knew of my ap-
proaching departure, but as I was
passing out of the house she said, ina
tone of withering scorn:

*Master Gilbert, you're a bigger fool
than I thonght you were.”

Such an observation, even from an
old servant, could not be passed by. |
turned to remonstrate. Priscilla sim-
ply slanmmed the door almost against my
nose.

1 walked away —the thing in the face
of my other troubles was not worth a
thought. Of course I eould not expect
Priscilla to enter into my feelings and
appreciate the delicacy of my position.
Besides, 1 must see her and have a long
talk with her before 1 left.

The Clesring, as we called it, wns a
Klnw on the hillside, not far away. We
d

ad stumbled upon it, almost by acci-
ent, during our walks. A seldom
trodden path through the wood led to
a spot from which the trees and under-
growth had been cleared. From it there
was a delightful view of the «:F}msile
hills and the stream winding through
the vailey. It was a favorite resort of
mine. Here I sat for hours talking to
Pauline, and here in my dresms I had
poured forth the words of love I longed
lo speak—and here I was to say good-
bye forgver.

My frame of mind was a sad one
when I reached the Clearing. 1 threw
myself down on the sloping ground and
turned my eyes up the path by which
she must come. A fallen trunk at my
back formed & rest for my head - the
trees around were rustiing in the soft
bresze—the monotonous rush of the
stream below was soothing mnd lulling

—a few white clouds salled slowiy
wross the sky. It was a drowsy,
m. beaatiful morning. 1 had

y slept for the last two or thres
gights. Pauline lingered. Is it any
wonder that my eyes closed and for
awhile all sorrow and disappointment
were chased away by the sleep 1 so
sorely needed ?

Was it sleep? Yes, because one must
sleep in order to dream. Ah! if that
dream were reality life would be worth
baving. Idreamed that my wife was
beside me, that she took my hand and
Emed her lips to it passionately, that

er cheek was almost touching mine,
that I could feel her soft, sweet breath.
So real did it seem that I turned on my
hard rustic pillow toward the dream,
and then of course it vanished.

I opened my eves. In front of me
stood Pauline.” Those d dark eyes
of hers no longer veiled by the lashes,
but open and looking into mine. I saw
them but fora second, but that was
long enough for the look I had sur-
prised to send the blood throbbing
through my veins—to make me spring
to my feet—to embolden me to take Lier
suddenly and swiftly in my arms—to
cover her sweet face with Kisses, ejacu-
lating the only words that one can find
at such a time: **l love you! I love you!
I love you!"

For no man yet has seen in a
woman's eyes the look I saw in Paul-
ine's unless that woman loves him
above all the world.

*« Pauline! Pauline!” [ cried; ** do
you love me?"

A trembling which I knew was of
joy %a‘.;sed over her.

s 1 love you! love you!" she
said, and hid her blushing face on my
shoulder. The words, the action, was
enough, but presently she raised her
head and pressed her lips to mine.

“1 love you—yes, 1 love you, my
bushand!"

** When did you know? When did
you remember?

"

For & moment she answered not. She
broke from my embrace; then, opening |
the bosom of her dress, drew forth a
blue ribbon which hung round her
neck. Upon it were threaded the two
rings. ey seemed to sparkle with |
joy in the bright sun. |

She detached them and held them
toward me. *Gilbert, my love, my
husband, if you will that I shall be
your wife, if you think me worthy of
it, take them and place them where
they should be."”

And then once more, with many s
kiss, many & vow, 1 placed the rings
upon her finger and knew that my
troubles were at an end.

** But when did you know—when did |

the memory come k'
** Dearest,’’ she whispered, and her
voice sounded like music. “I knew it
when I saw you standing on the river
bank. It eame to me all at onee. Till
then all wud.ark." I saw your faceand |
knew everything.

| blush at even

She hung her head. *“I wanted to
find out if you loved me. Why should
vou doso? If ty'ov.n did not we could

art, and I would set you free if possi-

le. But not mow, Gilbert; you will
never get rid of me now.™

Her thoughts had been the same as
mine. No wonder I had misunderstood
her. The idea of her waiting to seeif 1
loved her seemed so preposterous!

* You would have saved me days of

ief if I had known you cared for me.

Why did you take off the rings, Paul-
ine?"

“* Day after day passed and you said
nothing. Then I took them off. They
have been next my heart ever since,
wi:ni:inﬂ- for you to give back when you
Chisse,

I kissed the hand on which they shone.
**Then all is clear to you now, my own
wife?""

**Not quite all, but enough. The

| truth, the love, the devotion—all this,

my hushand, 1 ean remember—all this I
will repay, if my love can do it

Our wooing may close with these
words—let all the vest be sacred. The
trees aroumd alone know what
between us, as their kindly sh
on us where we sat and interchan
our words of Jove whilst hour after
hour of our second and real wedding
day slipped by. At last we rose, but
lingered yet awhile, as though loth to
leave the spot where happiness had
come to us, We looked round once
more and bid farewell to hill and valley
and stream; we gazed long in each oth-
ers’s eyes, our lips met in a passionate
kiss; then we went forth together to the
world and the new sweet life awaiting

us.

We walked as in a dream, from which
we were only recalled by the sight of
houses and people.

“Pauline!”” 1 whispered, *can you
leave this place to-night? We will go
to London.™

“And afterward?” she asked, wist-
fully.

*Can you ask me? Te Italy, of
course.""

She thanked me with a look and pres-
sure of the hand.  We were now at her
home. She left me, passing Priscilla,
whose honest eyes were now glowerin
at me. Priscilla had called me a fool;
must be revenged.

“Priscilla,” 1 said, gravely, *I am
going by this evening’s coach. I will
write when I get to London.™

I bad my revenge in full. The good
old soul almost fell weeping at my feet.

“()h, Master Gilbert, don'tee, don'tee
Fn, sir! That poor young lady, Miss

auline, what will she do® She loves
the very ground you tread upon."

I had bargained for reproaches, mot
sentiment of this kind. lllJaLid my hand
upon her shoulder.

“But Priscilla, Miss Panline—Mrs.
Vaughan, my wife, goes with me.”

Priscilla’s tears came more copiously
than bhefore, but they were tears of joy.

Ten days later and Pauline stood be-
side her brother's grave. By her own
wish she visited it alone. [ waited at
the gate of the cemetery until she re-
joined me. Her face was very pale, her
eves showed traces of many tears, butshe
smiled as she met my anxious glance.

“Gilbert, my husband,” she said.
“I have wept, but now I smile. The
past is past. Let its darkness be dis-
persed by the brightness of the present
und the promise of the future. t the
love I bore my brother be carried into
the greater love I give my busband.
Let us turn our backs on the dark shad-
ows and begin our lives."

Have I more totell? One thing only.

Years afterward | was in Paris. 1ne
great war had been fought out to the
bitter end. Traces of the conflict be-
tween the two races had almost van-
ished, but those of the second and inter-
necine contest were visible everywhere.
The Gaul himself had destroyed what
the Teuton spared. The Tuileries, with
sightless, empty eves, *d sadly to-
ward the Place de la Concorde, where
stood the statues of the fair lost prov-
inces. The Vendome eolumn lay pros-
trate. The fair city was charred and
blackened by the incendiary torches of
her own sons; but the flames had been
some time extingnished and ample re-
venge had been taken. A gay young
officer, a friend of mine, took me to see
a military prison. We were chatling
and smoking in the open air when a
small body of soldiers appeared. They
were escorting three men, who walked
with fettered hands and bowed heads.

*Who are they®' 1 asked.

“Blackguard Communists."

“Where are they taking them?"

The Frenchman shrugged his shoul-
ders. “Where they ought all to be
taken—to be shot, the brutes!™

Brutes or not, three men who have
but a minmte to live must be objects of
‘nterest if not syinpathy. [looked close-
ty at them as they passed us. One of
them raised his head and stared me in
the face. It was Macari!

I started as his eyes met mine, but I
am not ashamed to say the movement
was caused by no feeling of compassion.
Ceneri, in spite of myself, I pitied, and
would have sided had it been possible,
vut this ruffian, liar and traitor should
nave gone to his doom even if I could
aave saved him by lifting & finger. He
aad passed long ago out of my life, but
my blood still boiled when I thought of
aim and his erimes. 1 knew oot how
he had lived since I last saw him — knew
not whom or how many he had be-
traved: ba if Justice had been slow in
slaiming him. ber sword had at last
reached him and his end was close st
annd.

He knew me—perhaps he thought I
had come there to 1g'glmn over his pun-
ishment. A look of bitter hate crossed
his face. He stopped and cursed me.
The guard forced him on. He turned
his head and cursed me until one of the
soldiers smote him in the mouth. The
action may have been cruel, but there
was little merey shown to Communists
in those days. The guard and their
prisoners turned round an angle of the
building.

+Shall we ses the end?” said my
friend, flipping the ash off his cigar.

“XNo, thank you."

But we heard it. In ten minutes the
rattle of riges sounded, and 1 knew
thnt the last and guiltiest of Anthony
Murch's murderers had found his de-
sers. :

I remembered my promise to Ceneri.
With great trouble 1 managed to get a
message sent which I believed would
reach him. Six months afterward a
letter stamped with hieroglyphical post-
marks, was delivered to me. It told
me that the prisoner to whom 1 had
written had died two vears after his ar-
rival at the mines.  So the lesser enm-
inal had not the satisfaction of knowin
the fate of the man who had betray
frim.

My tale is told. My life and Pauline’s
Tecan when we turned from that ceme-
tery and resolved to forget the gmit.
Sinee then our jovs and griefs have
been the same as those of thousands.
As I write this in my happy country
liouse, blessed with wife and children,
I wonder if I could ever have been that
blind man who heard those fearful
sonnds and who <aw afterward that ter-
rible sirht.  Coulld it have been I who
rishesd from one end of Europe to
the other to set at rest & doubt which 1
harboring? Could it
have been Panline, whose eyes now
shine with love and intelligence, who
lay for months even years, with the

fell

| sweet bells of her intellect jangled and

out of tune?

Yes, it must be so; for she has read
every line I have written, and as we
peruse and revise this last page her
arm steals round me, and she says, in-
sisting that I shall record her utter-
anca:

“Too muech, too muech of me, m
husband, not enough of what you di
and have always done for me!™

With this, the only difference of
opinion that exists between us, my tale
may end.

[tHE END.]

—mil

YANKEE DOODLE'S ORIGIN.

“Lydia Flal:er's Jig"” Imported from Hol-
land by Way of 0ld England,

Every once in a while our national
gong, “Yankee Doodle,”” is the cause
of a spirited dispute among those who
search after the origin of such things.
Such a controversy is on just ai pres-
ent. and it is reviving some interesting
history sbout that old-fashioned tune.
From the best theories that ean be
formed it is probable that “Yankee
Doodle" first came from Holland. In
the low countries of that kingdom there
has long been s song which the har-
vesters sang, lustruting the fact that
buttermilk and one-tenth of the grain
they gathered was given as the price of
their labor. It runs thus:

Yanker didel, doodel down,
Didel, dudel Inuter,

Yanke viver, ViOyor vVOWD,
Botermilk und Tanther,

The air to which these words were
sung was afterwards carried to En-
gland and applied to words written in
derision of Cromwell almost exactly as
they are known in this country and
named “Nankee Doodle.” The song
was brought to this land soon after the
landing of our forefathers, and was
known as *Lydia Fisher's JiE." In
1775 the regular troops, while the Con-
tinental Congress was discussing the
question of separating from the mother
country, used to sing the air to such
verscs as these:

“ Nankee Doodle came to town,
For to buy n fArelock;
Wewill tar and feather him,
And so we will John H
It was not adopted the Americans
as & familiar air until after the battles of
Concord and Lexington, when the brig-
ade under Lord Percy marched out of
Bostou, playing, by way of contempt,
*Lydis Fisher's Jig,”” or what is now
known as “Yankee Doodle.”--Fhile-

delphia {vmes.

An Iliustration of His Ploturesque and
Fervid Oratory—His Oath and lils
Farewell—The Millloas of
Money Collected.

[W. A. Croffut.]

8o Kossuth is not dead after all, though,
as he is 52, the event prematurely announced
wannot be long postponed. His tour through
this country is one of the great events of the
century. It is thirty-three years last week
since the illustrious exile landed in New
York and stirred up such a patriotic furoe
and frenry. [ remember running away
trom school and walking mine miles and
back to hear the flaming orator speak from
the balcony of the Massasoit house at
Bpringfiell. =~ He was the hero of
the hour. He quite left Danjal Web-
ster in the sbade in the matter of elo-
quence. It was the year of revolutions in
France, in Germany, in Ireland, in Austria,
in Italy, in South America. The Yankse
beart was warm, and “the Magyar patriot”
collected I forget bow mapy mullion dollars,
issuad his personal notes fer it and carried it
back to the lands beyond the sea. It was
guing to be spent to make his eountrymen
frea—oh, yos, every cant of it! I remsmber
the oath to that effect which be registerad in
Tripler ball to an audience of Germans the
night before ha sailel away, anl I quots the
end of it as an illustration of bis picturesque,
fervid and flamborant style:

“Now, by thes God who lad my peopls from
the prairies of distant Asia to the banks of
the Danube—the Danute whose waves have
brought to us religion, science and civi'iza-
tion from Germany. and in whose waters
the taars of Goermany and Hungary bave
minglad; by the (3ol who led us when on the
soil mwistened with our blood we defended
the bulwark of Christianity; by the God who
gave strength to ourarms in the struggls for
freedom till our oppressor, this godloss house
which weighed s0 beavily for centuries on
the liberties of Germany, was bumbled and
sunk to be an underling of the Muscovite
cear; by the ties of the common op-
pression  which -tortures our oations;
by the tias of the love of liberty
and hatred of tyranny that boil in our veins
alike; by the memory of the day when the
Germans of Vienna rose to bar the way
which led to Hungary, against the hirelings
of despotism; by the blood from Hungarian
hearts which flowed on the plains of Schwe-
chat for the deliverance of Vienna; by the
Almighty Eye which watohes over the des-
tinios of mankind—by all these [ have
pledged and do pledge myself again that the
people of Hungary will keep this eovenant
bonestly, faithfully, truly, in life and In
death. Exert your influence and active aid
in behalf of the movemeat for fresdom in
Europe. I can assure you that there are
bundreds of thousands there who take this
for their motto which the German singers
sang the other day, and which I repeat from
the depth of my beart:

The shisld and spear shall never rust
Till foes shall crumble into dust.
May God keep me—this my oath, and my
oath is my farewell. "

He swore vigurously, spiritadly, beautl-
fully, the eloquont Magyar. His speech was
a shining sword—a tougue of flre. [ never
knew what was done with the money. But
it s said that his sisters in Pragus kept
boanling house no more. Ths eminout exils
himself has ever since lived in London, Gen-
eva and Turinn Whatever becamne of this
fund the American peopls were not the loser,
The eloquence and heart-thrilling ring were
worth the money they cost. It is worth #10,-
000,00 any day for the youth of a country
to get thoroughly stirred up in behalf of
justics and human freedom.

Not Exnctly Murder.
[Deteult Free Pross ]

“Murder!”

This cry in a well known hotel in Detroit
the other afternoon, proceeding from a room
on the third flc , caught the ears of several
chambermaids and crested instant conster-
pation.

“Oh! Heavens!"

1t was the voice of & man who shriekad
the words from room No. 40, and the cham-
bearmaids at once sent a messengsr to the
office with the news that murder wus being
committed.

“Don't kill me by inches!™

These wurls alarmed others besides the
chambermalds, and the group of thres or
four presently grew to a dozsn.  'Who ocen-
pied the room! One of the chambarmaids
recullected of seeing a beetle-brown man of
general piratical look, accompanied by s
woman closely vailed, enter No. 40. Was be
killing her!

“Ol! oh! you are killing me!”

It was the voice of the man The veiled
woman bad got hin in ber power, and
seemad o be submitting him to some sort of
torture. Beveral of the crowd knockad on
the door at oncs, and one of the chamber-
mwaids demandesl in a fal-etto voloe that i
be oponed at once.  There was a ha! ba! hal
trom the veilsd woman, and the voice of the
man cried out:

“What, do you mock at my misery!”

A clerk came from the office and de-
manded admittance in the name of the luw,
the continental congress, and severnl other
things, and after some little delay the door
was opened and a woman stood in the open-
ing and nsked what was wanted.

“What's going on in tbere—who's being
hurtf”

She laughed her ha! ha! ha! again, and it
was echood by the voleo of a8 man behind
ber.

“What's all this about!” shouted the clerk.

“Why, sir,” she demurely replied, “1 was
only pulling a porous plaster off my hus-
nand's back!™

The Paragrapher.
[Carl Pretzel ]

As age peetles his brow mit goot knowl-
edges of der vorldt, Tommy goes out to pat-
tle it From early shildboot oop, be vas
shuck full mit merriments, und he vas wride
all dis tings down. He has gone on der nows-
paper pishness, und many of dhem wood
bafe found a grafe yart out, oler it don't vas
besn for kim.
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not shine so bright,
louds will not seem o whita,
ns they will to two;

hink {:‘u‘m bettar be kind,
had be trus,

And lot the old love go on,

Just as it used to do.

If the whols of & yeige be read,
If & book bhe finigaed through,
8till the world may read on, 1 think,
Just as it used to do;
.li’_i:'!uther !ovu;:wxll con :

. W Vo pussed,
Amm treacherous gold of the Linding
Will glitter unto I.h»iut.
But IEI» have a lmely look,
And one may not read the book,
It opens only to two;
Bo 1 think you had better be kind,
And | had Lest be trus,
And lot the reading go on,
Just as it used to do.

If we who have sailad together
Flit out of each other's view,
The world will sail on, I think,
Just us it s to do.

And we may rockon by stams
That flash from different skies,
And anothor of Love's pirates
May capture my lost prize;

But ships long time together
Can better the trmpest weather
Than any other two:

Bo I think you had better be kind,
Anid 1 had test be trus,

That we together may sail,
Just as we used o do
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HIRING CHINA.

Not the Heathen Chines, but Dint.er and
Ten-Seta of Dishes.
[Washington Star.)

“Tt takes lots of chinaware for these swel
receptions,” said a chinn dealer to The Stax
man the other day, as the purter passed oul

with a basketful of plain, white dshes

“Yes, I suppose you sell consideralile,” said
the scribe.

“Sell! Well, yes, we sell some; but—-/"
then he stopped and smiled curiously. “Well
it isn't all sold that goes out. It comes back
in most cases. That is, what fn't broker
comes back That's why it's plain white
Haven't you noticed that all the chinn at
these receptions is white!” Then be put his
mouth close to the scribe’s ear and whis

pered,

“What! For all these
Cabinet ministers, too!
they—"

“Yes, all of them nearly hire their china
for such occasions. You see at some recep
tions, such as those given by the cabine
officers, foreign ministers, supreme judges,
and the like, there are 40 or 50 guests pros
ent. All bave to bw served Now, yuu
don't expoect them tolkeep a china store. No,
no, they hire their service. That's going
to—, but I guess not; I won't tell you
where. If you go there vou may eat out of
that plate, and to-morrow might you may
eat from the same somoewhere else.  Soo!™

“Don't it get brokent”

“Yes, receptions break china very fast,
but we get paud for all that, and charge s
percentage on its value for its use. There
is bardly a reception given in Washington
where there is not hired chins on the table.
It's cheaper to hire than to own, Some pec-
ple put away their light fancy china on such
veensions, because it s too expensive to have

large receptions
You dono't say that

Isaid, it is plain white, We seldom hirc

the same set twice.”

“Why is that!” asked the scribe, “don’t
they like the colored!™

“Well, no, they don't like it. Iguess not,
Now, you go to A's to-night; you see a set of
china with peculiar Japanese figures on it
You go to B's noxt evening; more Japanese
figures  Again, C'¢ chocolate s served in
Japanese. All the rage! Ah! Japaness fig-
ures are just the thing in china now.
mention it to Mrs Bienthere. She draws up
to one side, puts her fingers to her lips in a
sely fashion, and whispers close into your
ear: ‘Hired!” Now, you see, that won't do,
If they are all nlike they must be white—
plain white, Then, too, it is essier to re
place when broken.  Yes, all the first-class
stores bave china to hire, ”

Chat with & Veteran Flreman—What
Ninety-Nine Out of & Hundred

1 Are Likely to Do—The

FProper Course.

[Chicagn Tribune.]

The terrible death of James Carr at a re-
tent north side fire chanced to be mentionsd
the other day during aconversation between
a veternn fireman attached to one of the
down-town engine companies and a reporter.

“It is too bad,™ said the reportar, “that so
brave a follow skould have lost his lifa after
having done so much for his fellow-work-
men.”

“Yes, It is too bad,” assented the fireman,
as he gazed reflectively at ths eceiling; but
do you know that there was really no reason
in the world why bhe should have died as he
did "

“How do you figure it out!™

“Well, it's just like this: Most peopls
pever give any thought to what they would
do in case they were caught in a burning
building, and there is probably not one in a
thousand who woulg have known how to
save himself if be kad been placed where
Carr was at that fire. Now, supposing you
were unfortunate enough to be in a building
that was firs and were obliged to lock to a
window of the thind or fourth story as your
only means of escape. What would you
dot”

“Why, I supposa I would clitnb oat on tha
window-ledge and howl for a ladder, or &
rope, or something.”

“Yes, I suppose you would Andif the
smoka got too thick for you, or it should be-
come bhot enough to make you think you
wore being slowly roasted to death, and
there was no immediate propect of a Indder
being raised to you, what would you do
thent™

“In such a case I suppose [ would jump and
take my chances.”

“And that is just what ninety-nine out of
a bundred would do if similarly situsted
The hundredth man would keep his head,
and, after getting on the ladge, he would
closs the window belind bim. That would
of course cut off the smoke that was suifo-

cating him, and, in case there was
much heat bebind bim, it would cut
that off too. He woull then have a com-

paratively eool place where be could remain
for fifteon or twanty minutes longer than he
would bave been abls to do if the window
bad been left open. By that time, in this
city anyway, a ladder would bave been
raised to him and be would have an cusy
descent to the ground ™

“But if they could not get @ ladder to him,
what then !

“In any case they would beable to geta
rope to him, either from the roof of the ud-
Joining building or from the street.”

“True; but they got a rope to Carr, and it
didn't do him any good.™

“That was only because be didn’t know
how to use it to the Lbest advantage,
What bhe did was simply to take the
end of the rope in his hands amd
Jump. It is no wonder that when he got to
the end of the slack the =udden jar
broke bis hold and be fell.  Now, if he had
just tied a knit in the end of the rope aml
shut the window duwn on it, he would have
bavl & means of escape that would have been
comparatively safe sod casy.”

“Yes, but would the simpie shutting-lown
of the window on the rope bollitt Wouldn't
tho strain caussd by the man's weight pull
the whole thing out and drop him tw the
street[”

“No, not if the window was as heavy as
the onlinary sash is in the down-town budld-
ings. If there is any doubt about it, though,
it would be a comparatively sasy matter u
kick n hole through the glass near thes bot-
tom of the window and give the ropo a tur:
around the bottom of the sash. Toen it
would surely hold. Butif people who are
caught in such a tight place would only
think of that simple little scheme of sbutting
the window behind them I'll guarantes that
that there will be fewer lives lost at thes™

A UTERA v rmors

A Bostom man ~ron eighteen hats on the
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broken and is bard to replace.  Others dou't |
have it. What we hire is nice china, but, as |

| and as art is forever moving along, they |

THE ALBANY CAPITOL

THE MOST EXPENSIVE EDIFICE ON
OUR CONTINENT.

A Magnificent Maas of Stone—Deseription
of the Interior—A Fumiture Factory
Inside the Rullding—Jeal-
ousy of Officlals.

[“Gath* in New York Tribune.|

The state capitol building is the most ex-
pensive odifice on this continent, having now
cost mpproaching §10,400,000, The eapitol at
Washington was sumowsd up ten years ago
to have cost abous §13,000,000, and since
that time nothing has been added except the
improvement of the capitol grounds. The |
superintendent at Albany told mo that be |
thought he could Buish the capitol i Le had |
1,000,000 voted in one jump, Some seeptics
thire say that the capitul will take §10, 00,00
more.  If it is to lw finishel with the
tower, 1 should think it would et nearer |
£25,000,000 than £20 000,00, While tha Al- |
bany capitol has great depth it s Inita |
lungest part hardly half the length of the
pational capitol A good deal of the latter
edifice is mersly curtain or sereen to connect |
the wings with the oll center. The Albany |
eapitol has three great stories mountsl upon
a great Lasement, and above the cornice are
pavilions, themeelves ns bigh as ordinary
busivess blocks in New York., The architect-
ure of the capitol has manifestly changed, |
and beginning with bard and massive Ronnis-
sance rusticated, it secks in the highy: stories
to get into Guothic, Easterp aml Mourish
forms, so that it may be likensd tom  stome
flower-pot  with the Howers popphig out
above

It is impossiblednot to admire such & mag-
nificent mass of stone. Nearly everyboly
likes tho latest additions the best.  We have
had 80 much Koman Henaisance put up in
this country in the past fifteon yoars that it
has become monotonous.  One of the archi- |
tects of the Allany cupitol was given the old
court house of New York city to extend, and
with complete indifference to what had bean
alreauly done he put  his Oriental architec-
ture upon the classical body of the bullding,
Yet 1 saw a prominent architect not long
ago reading a book of essays on architecture
by this same man, and be sid: “Here is the |
best writing | have ever seen in America by :
an architeet.”

The state of New York has reached in the
new capitol at Albany the highest monu-
mentalizing of u provines known in modern
or perhaps foudal times. I can think of no
public building in the old ducal soversign- |
ties of Europe which approaches in any way |
the proportions gnd expenss of this capitol |
of n mere stats. Neither the American con-
gress nor parliament por any law-muking |
body on the glolbs has such surroundings as |
the senate amd assombly of the prov- |
ince of New York Ope architect
touk the asserubly in hand, and another |
to use the words of Arteaus Wand, “put |
soul” into the senate. A tine foreign critie |
on such matters would express the same as- |
tonisbhment entering these two chambers |
that the official classes of England do st the
maguitude of the Federnl prioting When
Mr. Hendricks was at Albany a week or two
ago, be exclaimed that bo had seen nothing
in Europe like this capitol, and he may hive
many hundred years in - America  beflore he |
will see anything like it. The workl sevms
to have been ransacked for building ma-
terial. |

The assembly sits unler a roof that would |
make old William Rufus pale with envy. |
Thers are great tire-places in thess chambers
which seem designed in sowe distant future
to be the toambs of great governors The

! o |
any other kind, and when we do it is neves | paintings in the assembly chamber are about |

100 years abead of American appreciation, |

| will perhaps be 20 yoars behind it when |

|
|
|
|
.!

the proper generation catches up.  The very
suljocts indicated seem to show that the
artist, like the architects, was working for |
the encomiums of posterity. This pupil of |
Couture’s is of honest Republican descsnt, |
and the “Flight of Night" and the “Dis
coverer” might have been Couture's own in-
spiration. The (iothic stairway of one arch-
itect is now being thrown into mere demoe-
racy by the stairway of his competitor,
which is for the present ball covered with
seatTolding.

If people are inquisitive about the high
price of furniture, they can understand it by
looking into the Albany state house. The
architects have s furniture factory right in
the eapitol, for they would be sshamed to
have “store furnifure” put under their mag
nificent embossed cellings and against their

buperior Excellence.

The reasons for PRRUNA'S superior ex-
cellence in all diseases, and its modus
erandi, are fully explained in Dr. Hart-
man's lecture, reported in his book on the
“Ills of Life and How to Cure Them,”
from page 1 to page 10 though the whole
book should be read and studied to get the
full value of this par excellent remedy.
These buuns can be Had at all the drug
Stores gratis.

W. D. Williams, U. S. Pension Agent
and Notary Public, New Vienna, Clinton
County, Ohio, writes: “[ take
i"euurc in testifying to your medicines.

have used about one bottle and a half,
and can say [ am almost & new man,
Have had the catarrh about twenty
Before I knew what itvn,hadgnﬁoq
the lungs and breast, but can nowsay [am
almost well, Was in the army; could get
no medicine there that would relieve me.”

Col. E. Finger, Ashland, Ohio, writes:
“T am happy to say | have used several
bottles of your medicine called PERUNA,

| and my health has been greatly improved

by it. I cheerfully recommend PERUNA
to all who suffer with heart trouble, as
being an invaluable medicine.”

Rev. J. M. Ingling, Altamont, INl,
writes:  “ My father-in-law, who resides
with me has been using your PRRUNA
for kidney discase, which has afflicted him
for forty years and could get no relief un-
til he saw your medicine, [ induced him
to try a bottle, which he did, and the one
bottie of PErUNA and one bottle of Maw-
ALIN has given him more relief than all
the other medicines he ever used.”

Mr. Robert Grimes, Rendville, Ohio,
writes: “ My wife has been an intense
sufferer from chronic catarrh, and after
every other remedy had failed she com-
menced to use your PeRuna and Mawa-

L. They have helped my dear wife
| more than anything she has ever used.
| She has now taken two battles, and is so
| much better that she will never quit its

use until she is entirely well. It has won-
derfully improved her sight, We think
Pervsa and Maxarmy will cure any
fiscase.”
R. Palmer, Pastor of the A. M. E.
Church, No, 192 Canal Street, Wilkes-
barre. Luzerne Co., Pa,, writes: = !in-
ing used your PERUNA, and by ex :
became acquainted with its value, 1 write
<king vou to please send me five bottles
»f PeruNa and one of MANALIN by ex-
sress and oblige, your humble servant.”
Cook Bros., Prospect, Marion County,
hio, writes: * Wehave a good wade ca
“emEMA, our customers speak wel' of it

THE Sl.lllgl CURE

PO
KIDNEY DISEASES,
LIVER COMPLAINTS,
CONSTIPATION, PILES,
AND BLOOD DISEASES.

CHAPTER L

“] was taken sick & vear ago
Wits billivas fever."

“My doctor proncunced me cured, but I
got sick aguin, with terrible paios in my back
and sides, and 1 got 20 bad I

Could not move!

I shrunk!

From 228 [ba. to 120! I bad been doctoring

beautiful leather walls; Lence every chair is
designed for a particular room, and mahog-
any is prefernsl above all things, with wal |
nut at a discount, thoogh now ami ther
some oak or ash is allowed to come in. Yo

can soe clocis there twenty feet high, looking |

like Gothic towers taken from old
palnces—so  big, indeed, that if you
put your ear to the case you can

bardly believe the clock is going, as the

| dimensions almeost exhaust the carrying

power of sound. In some of the fireplaces
the carving is s0 minute that the workman
will be a month ata good fat price o day

have a certain flesh tint or vellow tint which
will set off the brass properly. The wi«xdlen
panels are made to receive paintings or
symbols in gilt. As you go from room to
rvom, «ach, one putting royalty back in the
cradle, you are bardly surprissl to hear
that the officials are jealons of each other on
the question of room, and that a man with a
chamber only 100 feet square is not on speak-
ing terms with another oflicer who has a
chamber 125 feet square.

The very jadges, moderate in all other re-
spects, were inflexible on this subject of
architectural position.  Soon  aflter they
were put in the court chamber oun the north
side of the new capitol, they resumed (e
robes their ancestors bad thrown away, in
order not to seem out of keeping with the
architecture. By the time the architects
get through they will bave all the me=angers
uniformed pietald, and it will be a peni-
teutiary cffense to appear out of one's series
of apartments with an irrelovant color. The
Judges found, when they bad resumed their
robes, that they bad a north light upon

| tite returned, my

executing n few square feet of it. Marbles |
arv brought here from Siena becanse they 1

for my liver, but it did me no good. I did

| not expect to live more than three moothe, I

began to nse Hop Bitters, Directly my appe-
paing left me, my entire
eyatem seemed renewed as if by magic, and
afier vaing several bottles, [ am pot only as

| sound us u sovereign, but weigh more than I

did before. To Hop Bitters | owe my life.”
R Frrzrarmics.
Dublin, June 6, "81.
CHAPTER IT.

“Malden, Mass, Feb, |, 1330, Gentlemen—
[ suffered with attacks of sick hesdache,”

Neuralgia, female trouble, tor years in the
modt terrible and excruciatisg maooer.

No medicine or doctor could give me relief
or cure, until | nsed Hop Bitters.,

“The first bottle

Nearly cured me!"

The second made me as well and strong a8
when a child.

“And [ have been 8o to this day.”

My husbmand has bepo an inwvalid for tweaty
years with a serious

“Kidaney, liver, and urinary complsint,

“Pronounced by Boston's best physi-
cinns—

“|ncurable!”

Seven bottles of your Bitters cured him and
I know of the

“Lives ot eight persons”

In my neighborhood that have been saved
by your bitters,

And many more are using them with great
benefit.

"Thr! almost

o mirscles!™ —Mrz. E. D. Slack.

How 1o Ger Siok.—Expese  yoursel! day and

night; eat tos much without exerciss; work too
bard without rest; dottor all the time; take all

them which was entirely unartistic. 5o they
demanded a south Lght under penalty of
taking off the robes, and some unfortunate |
person, perhsps the state Hbrarian, was ‘
driven out of the receptacie of his treasures, |
and there the court sits in brand-pew robes
inamost delightful room which to bebold
only ouce would make the supreme court at
Washiogton shout out for envy. Around
this room the heads of all the great jurists of
the past and yestenday are beginning to come
out. Over the bench on one side is Chief
Justice Folger anl on the other is Chief |
Justice Church, Before they get through,
paintings nre to bo everywhers around this
room of the jurists of New York

On some of the horse car lines at New
York and Brooklyn little heaters are used in
the cars, and the passengzors pronounce them |
a decidéd success. A mnall cylindrical stove
is placedd in the middle of the car, on ona
side, the seat leing cut away to admit it |
Zine-lined partitions run ap on either side ta
protpct the passngers from undue bheat

Prestdent Cleveland's Church.
[Ben: Perley Poore.)

The new president.will have hizs unmarrisd
sisters and probably one of his mesried sisters
to preside over the d C  Arrang
at the White House, aud it is understood
that there will be more simaplivity and less
attempt at display than thers has been since [
the tims of Buchanan, President Cleveland |
will attend the New York Avenue Presby- |
toring church, the present pastor of which is
the Hev. Willlam Alvin Bartlott, who was |
bis coilege classmats,  President Linecoln |
ussl to attend the Presbyterian church, |
when he went anywhere, which was seldom.
Grant and Haves were Mothalists, Garfield |
attended the Christian church, and Arthur
worships at St Jobn's Episcopal chureh,
whers be was marriel

A Ouick Revenge,
[Philadelphia Call.]

Eulalia — Horrors!

Edith— What's the matter!

“A London chemist, in an analysis of the
tea we drink, found that it contained ‘nut-
galls, iron filings, filbert husks, sulphate of
cupper, hornets’ nests, acetic acid, green
palnt, tar rope, dessicated door mats, ete'"
“Oh! cut that out for me, please.”
“What in the world do you want of thari”

the vile nestrams sdvertised, and then you will
want o know Ao fo woll, which is answered in
three words—Take Hop Bitters! )

BF-Nore genulne without a bunch of greea
Hups on the white label. Bhua all the vile, poison-
ois stull with “Hop™ or “Hopa' ta their name,

S —— S ]
Mr. Jones Goes snoppag.
[Exchange.]

“Jeptha,” said Mra Jomes as her husband
ross from the dinner table, “l wish you
would get me some skeins of
silk at some of the dry good stores, and save
me from going down-town to-day.”

“All right.” said Jones; airily, “what color
do you wantf™

“Uh, a mixed gray and black, something
like your bair,” said Mrs, Jones, pleasantly.

The first store that Jones went into the
girls stood in lines bebind the silk counter,
and looked him over as be approached; be
felt eold chills running up and down his ver
tebre, his knees shook and a clammy per-
spiration started out on his noble brow as he
asked for embroidery silk.

“What colorf nskel one of the sales
Inulies ns she smiled sweotly st Jones' mus-
tache,

“Just the color of your hair,”" he said ina
soft, beseeching tone, that sounded like s cat
lapping cream.

And then Le saw a changs come over the
facw of the girl even as a thunderstorm
crosses the biue of & summer sky, and she
turned her back to him, pullel down a box,
slammed it on the counter, jorked off the
cover and revealsd a mass of searlet silies
Jones started,
hmﬁud heavens! The girl had flery red

rl

He made his peace with her finally, and
got out of the store alive. He said it was his
own bair be meant, and be took off his hat
humbly and she got the mixed skeins and
gave them to him with his change.

“It would have save! you some trouble if
you bad wil me in the first place that you
wantel silks the color of a singed owl” she
sard sweetly.

Junes says it was s hair-breadth escape for

| him.

A Depressing Thought.
[New Orieans TimesDemocrat.]

“1 waos to send 1§ to Mrs. Purseproud” | wagte-basket, be sdded: “This is the most
:::y;;nhf' i depressing of I've men in
thing didn’t invite me §
P the papars for a kog time.'




